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Nor blast in mine as of the sun at noon

To blind their balls with godhead ; no, ye see,

I walk yet well enough.

Abington.                     She gaxed at you ?

BarnwdL Yes, 'faith; yea, suiely ; take a Puritan

oath

To seal my faith for Catholic.    What, God help,
Are not mine eyes yet whole then ? am I blind
Or maimed or scorched, and know not ? by my head,
I find it sit }et none the worse for fear
To be so thunder-blasted.

Abington.                         1 lear you, sii N ?

Tichborne, I was not fain to hear it

BarnwdL                                        Whi* h \v;is 1u-

Spake of one changed into a hart? by God,
There be some hearts here need no charm, I think,
To turn them hares of hunters j or if deer,
Not harts but hinds, and rascal,

Babington.                                Pence, man, pi;n<v *

Ivet not at least this noble cry of hounds
Flash fangs against each other.   See what verse
I bade write under on the picture here :
These are my comrades, whom the peril's self
Draws to it; how say you ? will not all in the end
Prove fellows to me ? how should one fall off
Whom danger lures and scares not?    Tush, inkc

hands;

It was to keep them fast in all time's sight
I bade my painter set >ou here, and me
Your loving captain \ gave him sight of eat h